THE     ABBEY    OF    JOV

faction and delight. Everything that is good to eat
and drink swells and sprouts and spouts there at a
touch, and one can hardly imagine hunger or thirst
amid such abundance. Through banks of reeds and
hayfields the rivers pass, or along the slopes of tufa
hills well planted with vines, and sometimes they go
sliding below the ancient walls of castles and pleasure
houses, built there for kings and nobles and their
ladies, because this was the best place they could
choose for life.

So as I wandered down the Vienne and found
myself in the old town of Ghinon, only a few miles
from the Loire, I knew at once that this was just the
right place for the birth of Rabelais more than four
hundred years ago. Here best he could create and
rear his jolly giant. Here, as he tells us, in a region
close beside the Loire, his young Gargantua, on waking,
wallowed and stretched six or seven times in his bed,
drank well, heard some thirty Masses, studied a paltry
half-hour with his eyes fixed upon his book, but his
mind on the kitchen, devoured an enormous breakfast,
washed it down with a monstrous draught of white
wine, and played three hundred games of cards and
other parlour entertainments.

But later on in his education, under a learned tutor
he listened to a three hours' lecture,'when he was fully
dressed, combed, curled, and perfumed. Then they
sat down to table listening to some pleasant history of
warlike actions long ago or discoursing merrily of the
virtue, efficacy, propriety, and nature of all that was
served at the table, as of bread, of wine, of water, of
salt, of flesh, of fishes, fruits, herbs, roots, and of their
dressing. They then made a thousand pretty instru-
ments and geometrical figures, in some measure prac-
tising the astronomical canons ; then they learnt to
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